Forbes, one has to raise an eyebrow, too, at the impulsive decisions the traveller claimed to have reached somewhere on the Sunday's River to rush to the help of the survivors of the shipwreck of the Grosvenor, or "to travel fifty leagues across Caffraria [. . .] and re-establish peace in these unhappy regions for ever" (136). Furthermore, he tells us early on that "I took my first steps in the wilderness and was born almost savage" (5), and this image of an Emile-like ing?nue with a metropolitan sense of humour is carefully fostered throughout the work, expressive of "an unsophisticated and simple soul like mine" (69) yet well versed in "the language of human rights in a colonial context," as Glenn reminds us (122 nl22).
Some of the enigmas still unresolved in the Le Vaillant saga must remain suspended until we have further instalments of Glenn's edition. This volume ends in the middle of the most famous (some might say notorious) sequence in the Travels, namely the encounter with the Gonaqua among whom Le Vaillant discovered the Lolita-like erotically playful Narina, who endlessly charmed him and who has joined a gallery of " Perhaps Glenn's intention is to return to the Narina phenomenon in a subsequent volume, but as it stands the incomplete sequence and its cursory critical treatment point to other mild frustrations that confront the reader. Coupled to his unquestionably patronizing attitude to indigenous peoples -often playful and generous but persistently conveyed in terms such as "my dear Hottentots" and "my dear children" (123) when they are not "traitors and cowards and worse enemies to me than the Caffres" (138) -and his explicit reluctance to say much about colonial customs and society, the relentless focus on hunting makes it difficult to imagine a new life for Le Vaillant in a new South Africa.
Like the hunting, the ornithology at times gets in the modern reader's way, too. Le Vaillant saw himself primarily as an ornithologist and the Travels as the report of an extended field trip. Thus what was of most importance to Le Vaillant may now often be of least consequence to us and this can be frustrating to non-'twitchers.' There is a charmingly teasing sequence of bird-hunting by-play just before the nude-swimming episode (169-70), but elsewhere the modern reader's eagerness to learn more of the landscape, natural features and inhabitants of places as stunning as the Overberg game fields ("I had more than four or five thousand animals before my eyes at the same moment" [65] ), the Tsitsikamma forests, the Knysna lagoon and Plettenberg Bay, all by the 1780s virtually still unvisited by anyone capable of leaving a record of such glories, is repeatedly stymied by the author's zeal to shoot the next bird. As he puts it himself at one point: "I was dying of hunger but dreaming of collections" (84). In this regard one must mention that Glenn's own earlier involvement in a major project concentrating on Le Vaillant's ornithology (Rookmaaker et al. 2004 ) may have skewed the present work's Introduction away from issues of more interest to the modern reader or historian. So, for instance, the inordinately detailed accounts of Le Vaillant's family register and the number of bird specimens he collected sit oddly with the adumbrated sections subtitled "Influences on the text" (xl-xli) and "Influence" (1-lii).
* * * Le Vaillant's "Hottentots" will continue to be the feature for which his Travels remain most famous. But while he assures us repeatedly that he was mostly ably served by his Khoi retainers we learn little of them as either individuals or representatives of a vanishing culture. His pet baboon, Kees, seems to have held a more secure place in his affections than his men, for apart from the famous Klaas -"my equal, my brother, the confidant of all my pleasures, my thoughts, my sadness" (104) -and his partner, Ragel, the retainers, unlike the baboon, remain unnamed. The encomium or "simple monument" to Klaas (103-104), while no doubt charming and deeply expressive of Le Vaillant's fond and romantic longing for a world now lost to him, comes many months after the beginning of their relationship in the narrative sequence, and it does not deter him, a few days later, from execrating his men as traitors and enemies. While it may be argued that such a frank confession reveals Le Vaillant's self-deprecating honesty, it also evinces a na?vety that could not encompass more subtle relationships.
Or, perhaps, more portentous events. For the modern reader a frustrating limitation of the Travels is that although it is not only one of the earliest accounts of the colonists' encounter with the amaXhosa but virtually an eye witness record of the devastation wrought by the first East-Cape frontier war of 1778-79, Le Vaillant notes these events only in passing. One is reminded of Marco Polo's failure to notice the Great Wall of China.
There may, on the other hand, have been intriguing reasons for Le The result is that our man often falls quiet at moments that would be of crucial interest to a modern historian, or reverts to information that was common knowledge. The text that fully develops the troubled image of both the man and the scene of his exploits towards which all of these works as well as the dismissals of Barrow and others tended, is Makanna.
Glenn's reading of the novel must, however, be challenged. The protagonist, Paul Laroon, does indeed seem to have been inspired by Le Vaillant, but he is no hero. As his name indicates, he is intended to be identified as being of West-Indian mestizo origins (2.285), which Le Vaillant was not but which serves the author's purpose. Laroon is swarthy, a leader of mutineers, declared to be a French spy (2.10), and is plotting with the amaXhosa not only to overthrow the British but to annexe the Eastern Cape for France. His Creole background allows him to pass for a Xhosa, Dushani, and he becomes the leader of "a sort of mercenary troop, formed of adventurers, runaway slaves, and deserters" (3.17). There is much more along these intriguing lines (see Van Wyk Smith 1997 , 1999 , but what must suffice here is that Makanna finally articulated what had been popularly suspected -justifiably or not -about Le Vaillant for decades.
None of this matters now. As Matthys Bokhorst remarked in 1973, "in the period from 1790 to 1814 Le Vaillant's books, for all their defects and shortcomings, did more to place the Cape on the world map than did the exploits of any statesman or general" (Quinton et al. 1973, 1.12) . Le Vaillant's place in southern African literary history should be all the more
